THE   REV.    MR.    COTTON                         JI
First, the said reverend client's saintlike appearance and
demeanour. Here was a venerable clergyman, approaching
the Psalmist's limit of human life, garbed in becoming
clerical, and yet not offensively sacerdotal, cloth : his neck-
cloth was of the old voluminous, innocent sort, tied in front
in a rather awkward bow. No wonder the soft-hearted
Kildare jury had disagreed ! How should a shepherd in his
quest for money on behalf of the stray, orphaned lambs
occupy himself with the tying of a neckcloth ? His bearing
was that of a primitive Christian in the presence of a Pro-
praetor. Nor did he have the disadvantage of faculties un-
impaired. He suffered not only from the ordinary infirmities
of old age and from the malice of his enemies, but he was
pathetically deaf, so deaf that he was compelled to wear,
attached to each ear, a little metal plate in the form of
concave shell, that apparently served the purpose of an ear-
trumpet. When, in the course of the trial, a strong point was
made against him, of course he never heard ; but one of his
friends, a sort of interpreter of calumny, speaking into his
ear, explained or quoted : then followed an extra-clerical
look of the resigned and forgiving Christian martyr on his
pained but benign countenance. In a word, he seemed just
the person to be a father to the fatherless, and to desire
nothing more in this world than to receive in his loving old
arms those whom the mysterious providence of heaven had
deprived of their natural protectors. A veritable Dr. Primrose
this, a Vicar of Wakefield, yet he found himself treated as it
he had acted like the Jenkins of the same story.
Another unexpected turn in favour of Carson's client was
the evidence of a woman who had been a sort of matron at
the orphanage. Carson did not do much with her in direct
examination, because they had, both of them, by the rules of
evidence to be relevant ; but when the prosecuting counsePs
indiscreet questions led her into irrelevancies, she was
magnificent. The prosecutor found himself baffled at every
turn by her answers, and, indeed, saw his questions turned
into arguments for the defence. Yet the witness was quiet,
obliging, and to all appearances disarmingly candid. At last
he gave it up, but, before sitting down, he kept for a parting